Where, loth to make the saints attend her long.
She's now a part both of the choir and song:
This world in that great earthquake languished,
For in a common bath of tears it bled,
Which drew the strongest vital spirits out,
But succoured them with a perplexed doubt
Whether the world did lose or gain in this!
(Because since now no other way there is
But goodness, to see her whom all would see,
All must endeavour to be good as she)
This great consumption to a fever turn'd,
And so the world had fits; it joy'd, it mourn'd;
And as men think that agues physic are,
And th'ague being spent give over care;
So thou, sick world! mistak'st thyself to be
Well, when, alas! thou'rt in a lethai^y.
Her death did wound and tame thee then, and then
Thou might'st have better spar'd the sun or man.
That wound was deep; but t'is more misery
That thou hast lost thy sense and memory.
Twas heavy then to hear thy voice of moan;
But this is worse that thou art speechless grown,
Thou hast forgot thy name thou hadst; thou wast
Nothing but she, and her thou hast *oer past;